THE TRAIN
what she wanted was to remain in this house with its
swings and the green grass.
"Pd like to live here/3 she said frankly.
The people laughed, and a man in gold-rimmed
glasses said:
"We must inform the militia."
She spent the night in the house, sleeping with the
cook, who bathed her and cut her hair. That evening
and the next morning the big children played with her.
There were no small children in the home.
As she bathed Lena, the cook said indignantly:
"A mother like that—Fd bash her face against the
wall.... What's she been thinking about, to let the child
get covered with vermin?'5
A militiaman arrived. The man in the gold-rimmed
glasses called Lena aside and warned her that she must
tell the militiaman the whole truth, otherwise things
would go badly for her—he'd take her to the police
station.
"All right, I don't mind," Lena replied. "I don't
mind a bit, and I'm not afraid of a militiaman."
And she told him too that she was an orphan and had
nowhere to live.
"But what does your mother do?" asked the militia-
man.
"She collects rags," said Lena.
Everybody burst out laughing. Nevertheless, the
woman who collected rags and had a little girl called
Valentina was not to be found; she had already left,
and Lena was handed over to a home for young
children,
She spent a year there. She was a well-behaved child,
Sri?* leaSt ?aPricious> and got on wdl ^th people.
Without special affection for anybody, demanding
nothing, she could put up with anything. She took what
was mvt& to her with pleasure, but without gratitude.
She soon became accustomed to being cared for and
found nothing surprising in the fact that people fed her,
etothed her, and taught her to read, that some women
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